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There lay this pretty perdue, safe to keep
The rest o} th* body that lay fast asleep.

Her eyes (and therefore it was night), close laid,

Strove to imprison beauty till the morn ;
But yet the doors were of such fine stuff made,               15

That it broke through, and show'd itself in scorn,,
Throwing a kind of light about the place,
Which turn'd to smiles still as 3t came near her face.

Her beams, which some dull men call'd hair, divided,

Part with her cheeks, part with her lips did sport;       20
But these, as rude, her breath put by still; some
Wiselier downwards sought, but falling short,
CurPd back in rings, and seem'd to turn agen
To bite the part so unkindly held them in.

"THAT NONE BEGUILED BE"

THAT none beguiled be by Time's quick flowing,
Lovers have in their hearts a clock still going;

For though Time be nimble, his motions
Are quicker

And thicker                            5

Where Love hath his notions.

Hope is the mainspring on which moves Desire,
And these do the less wheels, Fear, Joy, inspire;
The balance is Thought, evermore

Clicking                                 10

And striking,
And ne'er giving o'er.

Occasion 's the hand which still Js moving round,
Till by it the critical hour may be found,

And when that falls out, it will strike         15
Kisses,

Strange blisses,
And what you best like.